CHAPTER VI
DEATH     OF    DE     LESSEPS
THE storm passed. The thunder and the lightning
ceased. The mountainous waves died down, which so
lately had threatened to sink the frail barque making
its way slowly towards the west. The sun was setting,
not in any blaze of glory, but screened still by clouds,
which if they had lost the power to harm could still
anticipate the coming night.
The great mind which had conceived plans of such
grandeur and usefulness, which had been so quick in
wit and firm in resolution, so catholic in vision and
resourceful in execution, showed unmistakeably that it
was nearing the end of its long activity. Only by the
momentary gleam of the still living eyes, and the sud-
den grip of the hand at the coverlet, was there evidence
that a soul still inhabited its tenement of clay. Of all
the strife and stress of the preceding months there was
merciful ignorance. Summer faded into autumn once,
and yet again, until on December yth, 1894, entering
upon the nineteenth year of his pilgrimage the spirit
of Ferdinand de Lesseps was allowed to pass peacefully
away.
The majesty of death restored to the "Grand
Frenchman " something of the lost majesty of his life.
Men remembered not where he had failed, but where
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